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smoke-screen of red powder, flight and pursuit, a
playful ducking in the saffron-yellow water of a
swimming-pool, cries and laughter, laughter every-
where—such is the fete of Holi.
Holi, the festival that ushers in the spring, though
it has a religious side, is primarily a Saturnalia.
Once in the year, rich and poor, beggars and maha-
rajas, meet on common ground, in a riot of colours,
amid peals of laughter. Holi is a glorified Carnival
of Nice for which white garments are de rigueur.
Confetti is replaced by coloured powder, paper
streamers by sprays of coloured liquids, flowers by
cellophane capsules packed with indigo or carmine.
The streets are raked by a quick-fire of variegated
pellets, everywhere are friendly scuffles, and revel-
lers tipping huge baskets rilled with green and
yellow, blue and scarlet powder over each other's
heads.
The Holi is essentially a democratic festival and
generally takes place in the popular quarters.
During the three days it lasts it is dangerous work
crossing the town ; for you may be set upon, get a
pailful of coloured water in your eyes and have your
clothes torn to shreds ; moreover, the merrymakers
are always drunk and when they meet a woman
are apt to press the joke a very great deal too far.
So it was that the Maharaja decided we should
celebrate the Holi amongst ourselves. There were
thirty of us all told, including the favourite dancers,
and only half a dozen Europeans. For the scene of
our frolics he chose the grounds of a curious little
pleasure-house which he uses as a gargonniere—his
"Folly" as it would have been called in the
eighteenth century. It lies tactfully perdu at the
heart of a small, secret pleasance ; all around are
parterres of bright flowers, dark nooks, clandestine

